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is sleeping.
The black braid of hair,
the reddish youthful feet
and the tinkling of their anklets,
the slackened embraces,
the rise and fall
Of the ripened breasts
and the high heart-beats
of the dancer
are sleeping.
The lustrous dreams
about the lover
and the dreamy nets
of the arts of love
are hovering
in the closed eyes of the beloved.
The hopes of faded flowers,
the despairs of buds,
the warning of thorns
and the silent chirps of crickets
are sleeping.
The voices of the night
are not heard
in the hanging leaves.
The faded lines on the forehead
are not seen,
nor are those
on the fallen petals.
How can I read the palms?
Millions of stars and planets,
the budded gleams of glow-worms
of the human intellects,
the golden flash of lightning,
the rays of the lights
of trains and ships,